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I HAD known Blaise Cendrars only for a short time But
he doesn't take long to make friends, doubtless because he
has mixed with so many people of all sorts and conditions
He invited me to call on him at Le Trcmblay His letter,
like all the other letters I received from him later, ended
with three words 'My friendly hand'
I went to see him one Sunday He came forward to
meet me a thick-set man, with a brick-coloured com-
plexion, shod in clogs and wearing a beret His white
Pomeranian, Volga, trotted at his heels
It was cold, and a log fire flared beyond the fireplace
An iron table was crowded with a score of potted flowers
and plants The hd of a portable typewriter lay on the floor
It was covered with labels of Indian and Brazilian hotels
Cendrars went off, and came back with more wood and
a bottle of Calvados He cleared away some newspapers
and produced cigarettes
A publisher had suggested that he should edit a series of
'lives' of advcnturci & At this time the slump was only
just starting, and nobody took the waimngs of the Marxists
seriously In publishing, the fashion was all for series, all
for 'novelized lives' Writers ransacked dictionaries of
biography in the hope of unearthing a gram of glory, a
shred of immortality, m one page or another
In the case of many wnters, this was merely a pretext for
fleeing from the present, which they found unthinkable
because they could neither sum it up nor even think about
it Everybody chose his subjectto suit his self-conceit So-
and-so, being a Catholic, lusted after Racine Somebody
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